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The firjl^krtofthe contention of the two faMom 

And take my leauc to poftc with (peede to France. 

exit Somerfet, 

King Come vncklc Glofl:er,no w lets haue our horlc. 

For we will to Saint Alboncs’prefently, 

Afadamc,your hawke, they fay, is fwift of flight. 

And wc will trie,how' (he will flie to day. exexnt omnes. 

Enter ElnorywUh Jtr IohnHHmy%oger^ullenbroohe a Coniurtr, 
andmiargerj lotirdaine a fVitch. 

Slnor. Here fir Iohn,take this fcrole of paper here, 
Wherein is writ the queflions you fliall askc. 

And I will ftand vpon this Tower here, 

And h«are the fpirit what itfaies to you. 

And to my queuions, write the anlw’eres downe. 

She goes vp to the Tower. 
fir John. Now firs begin and call your fpels about. 

And charme the fiends for to obey your w ills. 

And tell Dame £lnor of the thing flie askes. 

Witch. Then Roger Bullinbraoke, about thy taske, 

And frame a circle here vpon the earth, 

WhilftI thereon allproftrateon my face. 

Do talkc and whifper with the diuells below, 

And coniurc them for to obey my will. 

S he lies downe vpon her fice, 
Btillenhrooke makes a circle. 

Sullen Darke night, dread night, the filcncc ofthe night, 
Wherein the Furies raaske in hellifh troupes, 

Sendvp I charge you from Sofetuslake, 

The fpirit syfs^alon to come to me, 

T o pierce the bowclls of this centrickc earth, 

Aud hither come in twinckling of an eie, 

Ask^lony Afcenda, Afcenda. 

It thunders and lightens, and then thefpirit 
rifethvp. 

Ipirit. Now 'Bullenbrookey what wouldfl: thou haue tot do? 
Tullen, Firff,ofthc King, what fhall become of lum? 

jpirit> 
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ThcDukeyetliacsthatyenrylballdepofl*. , 

y^him out liue,and die a violent death. 

Bullen. What fate awaits the Duke of SufFolke! 

thirite. Bv water he fliaildic,and take his end. 

Wien Wiiat fliall betide the Duke of Somerfet. 

Ihint. Let him (hun calllcs.fafer lhal he be vpon the fand) 

plaines, where caftles mounted 

Now queftion me no more.for 1 muft hence agamc. 

■ ^ He finkes downe againe. 

Wien. Then downe I fay.vnto the damned poolc, 
where Pluto in his firic w'aggon fits, 

Ridin» amidft the fingde and parched fmoakes, 

ThelfodcofDvtasbytheriucrSts'X, 

There howlc and burne for eucr in thofe flames, 
RifcIordane,Tife,and flay thy charming fpells: 

Sonnes,we are bctraidc. 


Inter the Duke ofTorke^and the duke of Buckingham 
and others. 

Torke Come firs, lay hands on them, and bind them fiire. 
This time was well watcht.-wbat Madame, are you there? 

This will be great credit for your husband. 

That you are plotting treafons thus with Coniurers, 

The King fliall haue a notice of this thing. 

exit ^Inor ahoue. 

Sechere my Lord wliat the diuell hath writ* 

Torke Giuc it me my Lord,ile fhew it to the King: 

Go firsjfcc them faft lockt in prifon. 

exit mith them. 

Bftck My Lord, I pray you let me go poftc vnto the King, 
Vnto Saint Albones,to tell this newes. 

Tifrhe Contentatvay then, about it ftraight* 

Bucl^ Farewell my Lord. 

exit ^Bfickmgham. 

Torke Who’s within thae? 

Enter one. 

One. My Lord 

Torke. 
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